ds 


A | MNT, 
Malibu Point, April 27, 1971, 7 a.m. From an altitude of 30,000 feet you can not only see the rooftops of the homes of such true Malibu locals as 
Robert Redford, Mary Tyler Moore, Burgess (the Penguin) Meredith, Carroll O'Connor, Ralph Kieweit and Johnny Fain, but that all lines seem 
focused on the point. Photo: National Ocean Survey. 


Malibu before the crowds. Photo: Collection of С. R. Stecyk III. 


М... was тоге than the classic California point surf. It was the start of the style, 
rooted in Simmons and his remarkable innovations which encompassed such bas- 
ics as rocker, foil, plan shape, spoon, fins, removable fins, multiple fins, concaves, 
use of light materials; ¡.e., balsa, foam, chambered boards, etc. Using Simmons’ 
tools and variations on them, a unique approach to sliding waves was forged in the 
perfect point surf. It was a high-performance type of surfing, totally alien to surfing in 
California as it then existed. It was pocket surfing and nose riding, and turning 
around the curl, in contrast to the more gentlemanly angling so popular at the other 
breaks to the south. 

Malibu’s evenly peeling, "machine" waves became the standard against which all 
other waves throughout the world were rated during the 50’s and 60’s; while on the 
beach between "the point” and “the pit," the protoypical Paramount Pictures 
beach scene emerged with Tubesteak and Gidget, Moondoggie, Frankie, Johnny, 
and a cast of hundreds, with thousands to follow. Malibu was the first spot to come of 
аде .. . and the first one to go. When did it die? 

“It’s been dead for at least fifteen years, and now it's starting to stink!” 
"Malibu. . . you can call it what you want, I’m calling it later!''—John Orlando 


(Top left) “Some of the top surfers of the day, Май Kevlin, Buzzy Trent, Gordon Freeman and Dave 
Rochlen, relaxing against the old fence, later broken down piece by piece for firewood." Comment 
and photo courtesy of Joe Quigg. 

(Bottom left) Bob Simmons, 1947. Photo courtesy of Les Williams. (T op right) Don Drazen, Mike 
Stevens, Robin Grigg, Dave Rochlen, Peter Lawford, Tom Carpenter, Molly Dunn, Tim Lyons. Mal- 
ibu 1951. Photo courtesy of Joe Quigg. (Bottom right) Matt Kevlin, 1951... “Pioneer of the mod- 
ern style of surfing. The most advanced surfer 1947 through 1951. Moving at very high speed 
through turns, gracefully and easily, with his board in perfect trim on fast, low-tide walls. Matt con- 
tributed many of the shape ideas presently found in the modern surfboard, and his riding style in- 
fluenced the other board builders of the дау." Comment and photo courtesy of Joe Quigg. 
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By Carlos Izan 


MALIBU IS A LAND OF STRANGE OCCURRENCES AND CONTRAST. 


1 974 д young man, Malibu born and bred, one-time 
ДА, WSA surf star, son of the chief regional lifeguard, and jack 
of all trades, crawls out to the point to O.D. for the final time. 


1 968 —Dave Sweet, first manufacturer of commercial 
foam surfboards, and Bob Simmons' shaping associate, bur- 
ies his collection of the basic ten Simmons’ surfboard shapes 
(if you prefer the prototypical designs of modern surf equip- 
ment) in a trench with an axial orientation to Malibu Point. 
One plot Sweet chose overlooks the point, and is the site of 
a Chumash ceremonial ground. 


1 975 sept. 6. Pepperdine University Chancellor, M. 
Norvel Young, drives out from his Malibu Point estate (for- 
merly the Adamson beach house) where he lives as a guest of 
the State of California, which now owns the home. Norvel 
careens down the road a piece, and smashes into the back of 
an old woman's car, where two occupants burn to death, and 
a third is severely injured. Young later pleads no contest to 
charges of felony drunk driving and manslaughter. The 
Adamson beach estate is built upon a Chumash burial area. 


SIMMONS DROVE A MODEL B PHANTOM, MODIFIED TO HOLD BOARDS. DAVE 
SWEET AND BUZZY RODE BALLOON-TIRED BIKES OUT TO THE POINT; LANCE HAD 


А 57 FORD WAGON ... BUT THESE DAYS IT'S NOT THE SURFERS WHO RIDE IN 
SURFER VANS. PHOTO: STECYK III. 


1 976 st over from the creek and up from the es- 
tuary sits Fred Siegel's Malibu boutique. Fred, who is widely 
known as a Beverly Hills/Hollywood-based supply sergeant 
for the avant garde nouveau hip slicks, offers a variety of 
goods and services designed for the Malibu clientele. A typi- 
cal item is his $140 French-status jeans constructed entirely 


from pieced-together, recycled Levi waistbands. A sales clerk 
confides that the Malibu residents can’t get enough. In the 
window a neon sign proclaims ‘‘SIEGELS: HOME OF THE 
MALIBU FADED BLUES.” 


1975-80 Dylan, AKA Bobby Zimmerman, quietly 
surfs and fishes with his kids on a secluded north Malibu 
beach. Bob says he just wants to be left alone. He isn't, so he 
returns to Greenwich Village, and proclaims, ‘I'm exclusive, 
not reclusive.” 


1 956 wo black Cadillac limousines pull up at the pit 
on a full-bore hot summer's day in the era prior to total State 
control. In the limo's sit the directors, leading players and au- 
thor of the screen scenario, ‘‘Gidget.”’ They are at Malibu to 
“soak up atmosphere,” scout locations, and recruit surfing 
stand-ins and extras for the film. While the aliens stand on the 
beach and conspicuously attempt to keep the sand off their 
wing-tip shoes, several local boys gather bags of human ex- 
crement, and drop them into the mouths of the limousines" 
air-conditioning ducts. The cars leave, containing moguls 
and stars, travel about 300 yards, and stop abruptly while the 
cast and crew fall out of the cars and gag. Sandra Dee was 
reportedly Observed vomiting on the center lane of the Coast 
Highway. Tubesteak figures if they hadn't needed air condi- 
tioning, it never would of happened. 


1976 —John Milius, former Malibu fat boy "'sosch" 
turned Hollywood star boy director (The Wind and the Lion, 
Jeremiah Johnson), sits in his air-conditioned Bel Air office 
and drafts a screenplay of early Malibu, “Из waves and char- 
acters, the things, the days and the people | remember.' He 
plans this wide-screen surfing epoch to be “sort of a water- 
borne American Graffiti." Beau Marie relates that Milius plans 
to cast comrade Miklos in the part of Jivemo Johnny Fain. 


1 962 —Dick Dale, legendary king of the surf guitar, is at 
Malibu on another American International movie recon. While 
he is on the set, local boys slit his white Cadillac convertible 
top and steal Dicke's fabulous $10,000 diamond pinky ring. 
Dale spits, stammers, mutters and finally screams at the im- 
passive crowd, "why didn't you chickenshits try and take it 
from me . . . just try; I'm a black belt; just try and take it. Why 
did you do it? I'm one of you.” 


1 954 —Matt Kevlin and Guy Livingston are out alone on 
another late September week day, the kids are in school, the 
clamdiggers are at work in the aircraft factories, and the tour- 


ists are all at home. Suddenly two guys paddle out that he's 
never seen before. Kevlin freaks; it’s the first time he's ever 
encountered strangers, and they're here on a week day. The 
two visitors take off on the shoulder, and Matt finds that one 
guy in the wrong place is far too crowded. Kevlin paddles in 
and thereafter begins to lose interest in surfing. 


IN THE OPINION OF THESE TWO OBSERVERS, “THESE GUYS AREN'T SURFERS, 
THEY'RE JUST LIMP PUNKS!" PHOTO: STECYK III 


1 964 —Two surf groupies from Pacoima set up on the 
point and promptly administer to the boys’ erotic needs. 
Freddy Hemmings, Jr., over from the Islands, sees the melee 
and is callin’ it a good ole Hawaiian train. By 11:30, the pas- 
senger count is somewhere around 47. They were still at it ten 
hours later, and the caboose was nowhere in sight. Four 
years later, Hemmings became World Surfing Champion, but 
he is most famous for comparing the Banzai Pipeline to the 
defensive front four of the Pittsburgh Steelers on national 
television—ABC's Wide World of Sports 1975. 


1 975 —It's 6:00 a.m., September, and а moderate-size 
swell (later dubbed the Monster from New Zealand by some 
guy that had the world's largest collection of surfing maga- 
zines, and was given SURFING's ‘‘Magazine Freak” award) 
arrives in California. Up and down the coast there are rumors 
of 8-10 foot surf. At Malibu, dawn's light reveals hundreds of 
Pismo clams that have been washed in from their offshore 
beds onto the point during the night's tidal surges. By noon, 
all the clams have been smashed with rocks and sticks by the 
ragged Rapid Transit District 25¢ fare beach bus riders, who 
daily flee their inland heated summer frustrations in favor of 
surfing as they know it today. By three in the afternoon, the 
stench is overwhelming. 


1 970 —A year or so after the great deluge, tidal erosion 
begins to allow surfable waves to break upon the straight 
mud-packed beach that once was Malibu Point. A group of 
locals walk out for the first decent Malibu surf in quite some 
time. Upon arriving at the break, they are ordered from the 
water, being told that the Western Surfing Association is hav- 
ing a contest. Lifeguards and cops back up the WSA. 


1 975 —This has been the most inconsistent summer in 
memory. Non-surfing diversions run rampant. There are at 
least four contests booked at Malibu (Hang Ten, WISA, WSA- 
4A, WSA-West Coast Championships, Oarhouse Longboard 
event). Individuals can now book a contest at Malibu through 
the State in the same manner as a fraternity books the gymna- 
sium for a coed dance party. Ah, the joys of institutional con- 
trol. Keeping in mind that there are a few million people in L. 
A. County and only 600-700 members in WISA and WSA com- 
bined, one can only wonder where the justice lies in robbing 
four days of surf from the multitudes and giving it to the- 
special-interest groups. 


1975 —the wsa Malibu 4-A. Dr. Robert Scott is bum- 
med because the lifeguards refuse to close off first point. The 
competitors will have to surf at third point, since securing the 
inner point is impossible due to the size of the swell. (Like all 
good State employees, lifeguards always take the path of 
least resistance.) Now all of this isn't so bad in itself, since the 
waves at third point are larger. 

The real problem is that several 4-A stars have brought only 
their three-inch contest spin fins, which, quite naturally, they 
have never ridden in waves over four feet. The contest surfing 
is largely unmoving. Mike Purpus stands on the beach and 
tells his fans about the incredible “fully detailed” air brush of 
Raquel Welch on his new board. 

Later in the afternoon, Nathan Pratt, a more or less local 
boy who has entered the contest, “just to have something 
different to до," catches a wave from outside third point, and 
rides it through to the bay. The judges only follow him to the 
second point juncture and stop scoring. Outsiders yell at the 
judges that Pratt is still riding. Several people tell of seeing the 
lad complete a series of eleven rollercoaster-cutback off-the- 
bottom, off-the-top, S-turn combos on his way through, and 
they figure that since this is an objective contest, he surely 
must have won. Robert Scott later says Nathan left the con- 
test area so that it is his own fault. People wonder how you 
can have a “contest area” at a point break, since the waves 
do keep going. Allen Sarlo wins the contest, gets 100 dollars, 
and at age 17 becomes a pro surfer. 


1 969 —It's a year after the big swell, six months prior to 
the big fire; it's February, and it has been raining continuously 
for two weeks, and now it is time for the big flood. Countless 
tons of mud and debris oozes off the barren hillsides and 
rushes into the rising depths of Malibu Creek and its related 
tributaries. The massive moving mud morass displaces every- 
thing in reach: trees, cars, telephone poles, suspension 
bridges, houses, slot machine horses, bridges, motorcycles, 
chicken coops and cement mixers, and any other conceiv- 
able form of flotsam or jetsam are swept in the torrent of the 
swollen creek down to Malibu Point proper. As more and 
more washes down, the point area is obliterated by millions of 
cubic feet of alluvial deposits. Where a creek, back bay es- 
tuary, crescent-shaped white sand beach, and three separate 
and distinct rock points once existed, there is now an expan- 
Sive grey-brown mud flat with a perfectly straight seaward 
contour. (To visualize this, draw an imaginary line from Col- 
ony fence to the middle region of the pier, and fill in landward 
with a cement-like aggregate complete with totally impacted 
Volkswagen Micro Buses, and you've got it. For surfing char- 
acteristics, add three blocks of erratic, unworkable beach 
break, say the kind the State of California leaves when they 
obliterate several miles of coastline with one of their freeway 
land fills.) 

Liddle is standing on a bluff photo-recording the damage 
when a hillside Malibu resident comes over and comments 
that now the beach is nice and level, the State should pave it 
over and turn it into volleyball and tennis courts. 


1 975 —Surveyors are wading in the Malibu estuary. 
When pressed about their task, they reveal that the State has 
plans for a park on the site of the estuary. Consequently, the 
linemen are measuring for a concrete flood control spillway to 
protect the proposed state park. Aside from aesthetic consid- 
erations, the estuary is important surf-wise because the 
yearly winter mountain runoffs help to maintain the critical 
sand balance. Other interesting facts concern the lagoon's 
necessity as a bird refuge and fish nursery. About 70% of all 
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(Top left) Guy Livingston, Malibu 1951. Photo courtesy of Joe Quigg. 
(Bottom left) Dave Sweet on a Simmons’ single fin, and Buzzy Trent 
on a Simmons’ double fin, slicing cleanly off the point. Photo: Joe 
Quigg, courtesy Les Williams. (Top right) Matt Kevlin in forward trim, 
fifteen years before Tom Morey's nose riding contest. Photo courtesy 
of Les Williams. (Bottom) Leslie “Birdman” Williams. Credited by Joe 
Quigg as being “the first surfer in either California or Hawaii to develop 
the radical, slashing style of high-performance surfing.” Photo cour- 
tesy of Les Williams. Comments Williams, “'I rode Quigg boards that he 
shaped for girls. They were the only ones short and light enough for 
hot-dogging.” 


THE MALIBU ESTUARY IS IN THE PLANNING PHASE OF BEING ALTERED BY THE 
STATE OF CALIFORNIA TO ACHIEVE "MAXIMUM RECREATIONAL POTENTIALS.” 
PHOTO: STECYK III. . 


species making up the $2,500,000,000 annual United States 
fishing industry require clean estuarine waters during at least 
part of their life cycle. Thousands of water fowl and other 
birds need these ecosystems for their existence. The estuary 
buffers storms, produces oxygen and nourishes the offshore 
area in the ocean. Estimates indicate that fourteen tons of fish 
are produced per acre in a major estuary. Malibu lagoon is 
one of the few left in Southern California in a natural state. 


1 968 —august. A big south wraps around the points. 
Clean, straight lines, thin bases and 7-plus sets yield long 
walls. A good swell at a good time, for on the beach the true 
believers are calling it a make-it-or-break-it situation. Short 
sticks are making inroads, radicalism runs rampant, and long- 
board conservatism is very much in evidence. It is the first 
decent local swell since the “introduction of the modern 
shortboard surfboard.” (Suffice it to say since the media- 
manufacturers’ endorsement of same.) The long dogs are fig- 
uring that anything under 9'6" won't make it, while the short 
dogs are muttering “eight feet of length is perfect for eight 
feet of height.” On the first day of the swell, an uneasy bal- 
ance is struck between the MSA-led (Malibu Surfing Associ- 
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ANGIE RENO, DEWEY WEBER, NAT YOUNG AND GREG LIDDLE, 1968. MALIBU HAS 
TRADITIONALLY BEEN A PLACE OF INTERREACTIONS. PHOTO: STECYK Ш 


ation) old long guard who remain inside at first point, and the 
younger, shorter crowd out at second. Mickey, long-time out- 
with-the-old “їп crew'' merges easily with the stranger gazers 
outside. Dora is armed for the occasion with an 8" pintail gun 
that shows definite Chris Green island orientations. The swell 
is increasing, and the various cliques are waiting a definitive 
decision. Aggressions are painfully apparent. Dana Woolfe, 
origins unknown, on an 11“ needle nose, with a transom tail 
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and multiplane bottom, severely wounds Johnny Fain, of 
olden Fame, for the crime of dropping in. A young surf Nazi 
shortens Butch Linden's 10'2" a full three feet with a hack 
saw, while Butchie Boy is off making a beer run. Stanley 
Washington is collecting stereo tape decks so fast that he has 
to give them away to passersby, the sheriff is astounded, “1 
know you did it, but there's no f--king evidence.” The sheriff 
now visibly pissed off (his beet-red face perfectly matches his 
neck), accelerates his patrol car out into traffic and directly 
into the back of a chrome yellow garbage truck. Into this hor- 
net's nest walks Nat Young, carrying his 7'11'* Keyo stringer- 
less round tail. Nat yells out to the sheriff standing next to his 
cop car with the new accordion front end, ‘‘What’s the matter, 
Mate, ya got a На?” Young's climbs and drops from creek 
mouth to pier seem to serve as a catalyst. The drugs were def- 
initely becoming more dangerous. They were taking some kid 
to the mental hospital because she said that Jesus had just 
picked her up hitchhiking, and he had tried to hustle her. The 
Lord was last seen speeding southbound in a red Mustang, 
according to her muddled recollections. Nat and Dora domi- 
nate the scene, with everyone else adapting to the new peck- 
ing order. Rides from outside to the bay are accomplished 
with regularity. Nat kicks out at high tide down in front of the 
houses, and his board sails up and lands on the fence by the 
highway, People are on, and the unharnessed energy is sinis- 
ter in its manifestations. Mickey is riding flawlessly, outside, 
on the pintail: with an arch, he drops himself five feet down 
the wave's face, and suspension-stalls himself back into the 
hook where he sideslips until bored through the second first 
point transitional section. Next, he unleashes flat out planing 
speed while the Cretins inside scramble to get out of his way. 
They can't, and he laughs while they push their boards away 
and dive for the bottom. As he closes in on the pier, people 
wait for him to back off . . . he doesn't. The pit crew is stand- 
ing up and straining their necks . . . the grems run towards the 
pier. “Dora hit the pier.' The scavengers are on the scene, 
but there is no body, no board, not even a chunk of foam or a 
strand of fiberglass is evident. The sychophants, fully clothed, 
wade out, obviously figuring that he must have sunk. Here 
they all are on the threshhold of a true historic occurrence, 
much like the tree that fell in the forest that no one heard... 
did it make a sound? They were confronted with a case of no 
corpus delicti. One hundred fifty yards south in the parking 
lot, adjacent to the highway, Nat is sitting on the hood of a 
1963 Falcon Club Coupe watching the melee and laughing 
his ass off. Dora is sitting next to him. 


1 968 —Same swell, later date: The media people are 
photo-blitzing and making predictions onthe beach. New ped- 
estals are being crafted on the spot. Dewey Weber has his 
checkbook out, and is signing up new talent. Leroy, Benjee, 
Duke and Dick from Hot Rod Magazine are lined up and sali- 
vating in unison upon their tripods. Walt Phillips announces 
that this morning he rode Sapphire Street, the last place 
needed so that Walt could claim to have surfed every spot on 
the California coast. Leroy looks impressed. Drew, Barrett, 
Sevo and Stoner are motoring up from the birch tree pre- 
serve. It's hard to walk from the pit to the point since the hype 
is so thick. The boys are engaged in another afternoon's mer- 
riment, while the surf journalists on the beach are tagging it a 
heavy surf-out (the key here is that they are all on the beach 
during an 8-foot swell). In the lineup, Nat and Mick are con- 
versing about the times that try men’s souls. Nat wonders 
aloud about the multicolored, plastic-coated, prepackaged, 
much publicized American surf culture and Malibu in general. 
He is particuarly fascinated with the groupies in the bushes 
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(Тор left) Lance Carson, 1963. Photo: LeRoy 
Grannis. (Bottom left) Lance and his model (circa 
1966) in 1976. It is said that on any given day, 
Lance is still the best longboard rider at Malibu. 
Photo: С. В. Stecyk III. (Bottom right) 1962 Car- 
son top turn. Photo: Grannis. 
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out by the boat house. Dora sits bemused by the humor of it 
all, since he's literally seen it all before, or at least before any 
of it was there. Three weeks later they both found the real 
meat of autumn to lay in Europe. Unfortunately, Witzig found 
it, too, and told everyone else. 


1 967-a blue-black night in September that the U.S. 
Weather Service later verifies as the peak intensity of the 
swell. It's 3 a.m., and a small group of the faceless, nameless 
sorts who are always there are huddled around a fire in a 
yellow Department of Parks and Beaches regulation trash 
barrel. (On the sheriff's substation bulletin board is a flyer 
from the F.B.!., which labels these creek dwelling hermits as 
harmful subversives and draft dodgers.) They are very much 
aware of the swell and related activity because they shun the 
larger crowds and spend these days under the bridge only to 
come out at night. Out of the water, Mickey strides, gun under 
arm, and the creek men nod appreciatively as he passes. For 
in the darkest hours, when there was nothing left to witness or 
to bluff, he had seen it peak, and danced soundlessly in the 
intense black holes of night. 


1 964 —A 90° July afternoon: Crazy Kate and a surf 
star (who shall remain nameless, since he is now married and 
a well-respected member of the hippie/capitalist business 
community) had gone into the grey plywood Andy Gump port- 
able sanitation unit to be alone together for their moment of 
bliss, It being a flat day, the pit crew listlessly followed the 
grunts and groans of the couple's craven lust. Someone got 
some bailing wire, and the surf rats secured the door latch 
shut and tipped the outhouse over. The occupants were 
heard beating on the walls and begging to be saved from their 
watery grave. The sheriff's rescue squad arrived over an hour 
later to pull them out. 


1974 ne state of the Art: Malibu's being called a 
clean seven foot. Bud Browne goes so far as to describe it as 
the best he's ever seen it. Inside waves are seen throwing out 
over and completely enclosing the rocks at Old Joes. Two- 
hundred-thirty-five miles to the south, the “World Surfing 
Championships” are held in three-foot slop at Ocean Beach. 
The contest was won on a twin-fin. 


1 877 —The great drought. In Santa Barbara County, 
hay was 40 dollars a ton. In Ventura, a man up the valley shot 
all his range horses rather than see them starve, for he could 
not sell them. On the Malibu, Frederick Hastings Rindge killed 
several thousand young lambs in order to save the lives of the 
mother sheep (ewes). 


1 903 —August 29, the mission Indians feared the hot, 
dry winds that day, for they knew them to be messengers of 
evil. The wicked Satan's breath gathered speed as it funneled 
through the canyons. It attacked the homesteaders, and 
somewhere among their clapboard shacks found the spark 
that caused the wall of fire which swept up and over the 
2,000-foot peaks to Rancho Topanga Malibu Sostomo Semi 
Sequit. The ranch was decimated, while all concerned ran for 
the sea where they cowered in the shorebreak and waited for 
the holocaust to burn itself out. It is said that Frederick Rindge 
missed most the priceless manuscripts and Indian treasures 
housed in the library of his destroyed home. 


1 854 —Andrew Sublett, while walking an old Indian trail 
in Malibu Canyon, was attacked and mauled by a large grizzly 
bear. Andrew considered himself lucky to have gotten away 
with only a broken arm. Sublett figured that he must have met 
up with a “friendly grizzly.' The California grizzly bear is now 
extinct. 


1 894 —February. Tons of dead fish are washed ashore 
along the coast from San Francisco to San Diego. Keller's 
Shelter is knee deep in dead halibut, barracuda and shark. 
Rindge, after much thought, decided that the fish had been 
poisoned by gas released by undersea seismic disturbances, 
asin "Тһе Last Days of Pompeii,”' after the eruption of Mt. Ve- 
suvius. No one walked the point much until the following sum- 
mer when the odor finally cleared. 


1 897 —May. A multitude of parrot-beaked squid are 
floating face down in Malibu Bay. Giant waves and strange 
deep-sea agents are blamed. Countless legions of sea fowl 
and buzzards blackened the sky as they arrived for the feast. 


1 867 —September. The surf was running high at the 
point where Matt Keller used to land his boats. One craft, 18 
feet in length, was broken in two by a set wave described as a 
“green monster once and half again the length of the skiff.” 
Keller's boatman, pulled dazed from the surf, was babbling 
uncontrollably about "'gazing into the crystal eyes and being 
helplessly drawn into the spirit's void." He later quit his job 
and moved inland to Mohave, looking for shelter. 


EXCAVATION АТ A CHUMASH BURIAL SITE (BY С. В. STECYK IIl) IN DIRECT PROXIM- 
ITY TO MALIBU POINT. INDIAN SPIRITS ARE SAID TO STILL GUARD THE ANCIENT 


, PLACES. PHOTO: STECYK III. 


1 508 —Canyon of the Virgin's Torch. Because of the 
way the yucca plumes shimmered in the moonlight, the Span- 
ish Conquistadores called them “the Virgin's Torch." The 
Chumash knew well the many uses of this century plant. It 
provided remarkable medicinal salves for wounds, fibers for 
weaving, vibrant color dyes, an edible root, and an extremely 
light and strong wood. To this day, in a remote canyon, Indian 
petroglyphs and paintings portray the felling and hewing of 
the century plant. These works show strange outlines that en- 
able men to seemingly stand upon the waters. The nautical 
expertise of the Chumash is well known. Cabrillo was very im- 
pressed by these gentle people and their swift red canoes. 
Local legend tells of how the fiercest Chumash boatmen 
made specialized sleek crafts from the light heartwood of the 
sacred torch “in order to better fit the ocean's тоой8." The 
archeology '"'experts" at the university discount all of this and 
claim the tapered arrow-like forms shown in the paintings to 
be “huts,” rather than surf vehicles. Yet, in the secret caves, 
well hidden from the infidels, narrow, red-painted spherical 
yucca wood hulls prove the so-called wisemen to be close- 
minded fools. 


1 976-н: a dry, dusty afternoon on the old 20th Сеп- 
tury Fox movie ranch back in the canyon. This ranch func- 
tioned for years as a rural back lot, and appears in innu- 
merable screen epics. Besides its gingerbread world of false 


(Top) Miklos, MSD 25, da Cat, Chapin, Dora, standing on the front third of his board, five years before the Morey contest. Photo: Grannis. 
(Bottom) 1963, Johnny “Smoke Jumper” Fain unrolling his line. Еат 5 affair at Malibu is considered a classic. 
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fronts, wind machines, and assorted backdrops, the area is a 
quality virgin wilderness area (one so unique that fauna and 
flora flourish here that were previously thought to be extinct). 
This land was recently acquired by the State of California as a 
park site, and is now rented by the movie company who con- 
tinues to film there and bar the public. The State reportedly is 
deciding how to ''best'' use the land. All would seem in order 
on this idyllic day except for one thing. Over to the east in the 
area of an ancient Chumash site, a caterpillar earth mover is 
desecrating the sacred mound, taking the dirt away to con- 
struct more movie sets. The observers are more than a little 
alarmed, since they believe all features of a state park to be 
protected. The ranch foreman informs them that they are tres- 
passing. The sheriff is called. They are ordered to leave. 


RINDGE MANSION, MALIBU POINT, NOW THE STATE-OWNED RESIDENCE OF NOR- 
VEL YOUNG, PEPPERDINE CHANCELLOR. . , WHILE THE STATE DECIDES WHETHER 
OR NOT TO TEAR IT DOWN. PHOTO: С. R. STECYK III. 


1 926 —Rhoda May Rindge stood crying atop Laud- 
amus Hill, overlooking her land. The Army Corps of Engineers 
was grading, dynamiting, filling and otherwise changing her 
land's contours to suit the mandate of the people. The man- 
date in this case was the building of Roosevelt Highway, U.S 
101 across the twenty-six coastal miles of the Malibu. Mrs. 
Rindge had fought them all alone for thirty years, going to the 
California Supreme Court four times, the U.S. Supreme Court 
two times, and completely exhausting her considerable for- 
tune along the way. She had maintained a private army to 
keep the outsiders away from her beloved home. The news- 
papers in Los Angeles belittled her for “trying to hold back 
progress and denying the public their right to access.” Their 
pressures finally paid off, and the Federal Government con- 
demned her land and brought in the sheriffs, the surveyors, 
the graders, the demolition men, and eventually all the rest. 
So she shook her head on the hill and said, "can't they see 
that they are killing the Malibu?" Without funds, May K. 
Rindge died on February 8, 1941, and she never forgave any 
of them. 


1 972 —Johnny Fain, tired of the influx, decides to try 
doing something about it. He decides the most logical ap- 
proach is to declare himself a candidate for the Mayor of Mal- 
ibu. Fain's platform was designed to preserve the area as best 
as possible. He proposed the installation of parking meters, 
and added that perhaps toll gates in the canyons might help 
matters. The native son reasoned that both measures would 
tax outsiders, and provide revenue for the restoration efforts. 
The one thing Johnny hadn't planned on was that the ‘‘out- 
siders” now outnumbered the “insiders.” (More specifically, 
the population base of Malibu was now largely made up of 
persons who hadn't lived there five years before.) These new 
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Various poses during the reign of Mr. Malibu, 
the “poor wandering Monk," before going into 
self-imposed exile. Someone once said that 
when Malibu was breaking right, Mickey Dora 
had it in the palm of his hand, yet when Dora 
was asked for his reaction to being called “the 
best surfer in the world," his reply was merely, 
"| don't live there.” Photos: Stecyk Ill. 
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JOHNNY FAIN WAS "THE" RADICAL HOT KID AT MALIBU DURING THE EARLY 60'S. 
PHOTO: STECYK. 

“residents” had little use for Fain's brand of localist politics. 
Johnny Fain now lives in semi-seclusion, and gives tennis les- 
sons in the Colony. Malibu daily undergoes the miraculous 
transformation into—Westwood by the Sea. 


1 970 —Sept. 25-27. The so-called Chatsworth to the 
Sea fire. In specific terms, it was actually two fires burning ad- 
jacently and simultaneously. One was the 29,000-acre Mal- 
ibu fire. The other was the 42,750-acre Clampett fire, which 
covered Val Verde, Newhall, Canoga Park, Chatsworth, Hid- 
den Hills, Calabasas, Santa Susana and Oat Mountain. Com- 
bined, they decimated a total of almost 70,000 acres. On one 
of these acres stood the Serra Retreat House. The Retreat, 
once May Rindge's dream castle, was now a religious sanc- 
tuary run by the Franciscans. The fire was raging all around 
Laudamus Hill, while priests, residents, saints and sinners 
alike valiantly fought to save the landmark. They were running 
amongst the flames with buckets and garden hoses. Through 
the smoke to the south, down on the highway, bleary eyes 
could just make out fire engines. The Friars feel their prayers 
have been answered, but to many's amazement, the pumpers 
pull into Jack in the Box. It seemed to be impossible, but while 
the oldest and most valued structure in the area burns to the 
ground, the L.A.C.F.D. is dousing the little neon god down at 
the burger stand. 


A ROAD SIGN AFFORDS MUTE TESTIMONY TO THE EXACT STOPPING POINT OF 
THE MALIBU FIRE. PHOTO: STECYK III. 

1 97 O мањи Canyon after the fire. There is no color 
but black, as far as one can see. The smell of death per- 
meates the air. Packs of savage fire-crazed dogs haunt the 
landscape searching for food. Bloated animal corpses lay in 
the ashes locking like grotesquely toasted and twisted marsh- 
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mallows. Even the vultures won't land because they are so re- 
pulsed. It's just like the aftermath of the great nuclear 
holocaust they have been promising you for years in school. 
But yet, there is life in the canyon, for over by the creek, sur- 
veyors are plotting. Could it be that the big-money land- 
owners, guys like the Alcoa Corporation, 20th Century Fox, 
Bob Hope, Buddy Ebsen, Ronald Reagan, are again making 
their move? Now they can finally get that freeway-sewer proj- 
ectthrough and open up those split-level housing tracts. After 
all, those ecological freaks can't cry and complain about ruin- 
ing the green canyon wilderness sanctuary this time. 


LANCE CARSON ON THE FRONT THIRD OF THE FRONT THIRD, ALTHOUGH HE 
DIDN'T ENTER THE MOREY NOSE RIDING CONTEST. PHOTO: RON STONER. 


1 962 —Lance Carson and the boys are drinking beer 
out on the point. After his first quart, Lance, without looking, 
tosses the empty bottle over his shoulder, 22 feet into the 
barbed wire no-man's land the State has provided to insulate 
the surfer hordes from the Adamson estate. The house was 
constructed in 1928 by world-famous architect Stiles 
O'Clements, and movie stars, foreign dignitaries and rich 
eastern industrialists continually offered millions to buy it. All 
of this was of no interest to Carson, who proceeds to blindly 
toss his next two empties onto the same spot as his first. Each 
succeeding bottle decisively shatters the previous one. It 
being a hot day, a visitor from the South Bay comments that 
even if Lance can hit his mark with the now empty fourth 
quart, there is no way in hell that he will be able to make it to 
the water. Lance blindly hits the bottle and saunters into the 
break with his double-ender, where he puts on another of his 
flawless, polished performances. Climbs, drops, sweep cut- 
backs and long arched nose trims, all of the things that com- 
prised 60's vanguard surfing, were second nature to Carson. 
You see, Lance clearly had the edge 'cause he did it every 
day. 


VICKY FLAXMAN, 1951, "ONE OF THE HOTTEST GIRL SURFERS OF THE DAY." 
PHOTO AND COMMENT: JOE QUIGG. 


1 953 —Bob Simmons was always a bit too strange for 
the muscle-headed beach jocks who so shamelessly emu- 
lated the old Hawaiian picture post cards. Their finless, 120- 
pound planks and 16-foot multi-laminate kook boxes were the 
only way a real man would ride waves. Besides, Simmons was 
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Steve Kraejewsky, ten years after the Tom Morey nose riding contest, shown in the various postures of utilizing the front third of his surfboard. 
Photos: Stecyk III. 
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Malibu surfers and their boards, past and present. 


Today on the beach at Malibu, you can find a variety of riders and equipment, spanning tne entire history of modern California surfing, retlecting 
all the eras that have transpired, and possibly those that are yet to come. 

This assortment of characters and wave tools was culled from a stack of several hundred possibilities, which were random selected by drop- 
ping them off the roof of the Rindge estate at Malibu point. Those that landed within a prescribed circle 22% inches in diameter were used. The 
balance were donated to the State of California beach maintenance crew. 
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a cripple, and he babbled about things they had no use for. 
His designs were only fit for extremists and other mental 
deficients. Sometime after Bob had introduced balsa wood, 
he got hold of some styrofoam inserts for a DC3 airplane 
wing. He sandwiched them up with a thin plywood veneer 
deck patch and shaped in complex rail and bottom contours. 
Naturally, only a few of his closest adherents would listen. 
Among them was a young girl who rapidly improved on the 
lightweight hull. Her being a girl, no one paid any mind, be- 
cause as everyone knew, ‘‘girls cannot surf.” They continued 
their straight off trims, while she carved up and down the 
wave's face. 


1 975 —July 4. People are standing in line sixty deep, 
waiting to use the new State Department of Beaches and 
Parks toilet. This structure, which is identical to all other State 
approved concrete block sanitation facilities, is designed to 
be ''symbolic of the harmonious interaction between modern 
convenience and the natural beauty inherent to the California 
State Park System." The building, which is painted an organic 
grey-brown, accommodates thirty-six people at a time, all en- 
gaged in the various postures and stages of restroom recrea- 
tion. Ever since its inception, the toilet has been plagued by 
such vandalous activities as mirror breaking, sink plugging, 
sidewalk defecation, force flooding, spray painting, wall piss- 
ing, toilet paper sculpturing, trash can burning, and cherry 
bombing of the pipes. The fellow in charge says that protect- 
ing the bathroom is now a bigger problem than guarding the 
sign which says “вип rider beach." This sign is defaced or 
stolen on an average of ten times in a good month. The state 
official cannot understand, "What's wrong with these surf- 
ers? | mean, what do they want, to shit in the bushes?” 


1 976 мањи land, which once sold for ten cents an 
acre now sells for over three thousand dollars for one ocean- 
front foot. 


А = et 
A 1933 PHOTO OF DESIGNS BY TOM BLAKE. (TOP TO BOTTOM) GUN, SEMI, HOT- 
DOG. PHOTO: COLLECTION OF С. R. STECYK III. 


1 927 —September. Last year, Tom Blake invented what 
is commonly referred to as the paddleboard. After a winter of 
refining different plan shapes and hull cross-sections in his 
Santa Monica garage, Tom is ready to venture up to the un- 
known breaks of Ringes Rancho Malibu. Blake traveled the 
two-lane dirt highway north to the Las Flores ranch gate. Tom 
parked the Essex, and his partner, Sam Reid, began to pull 
their 10-foot boards from the rumble seat. They traveled the 
mile north to the desolate point with the snow-white, cres- 
cent-shaped beach. Off the point, a clean, eight-foot swell 
loomed. They took off together, not a yard apart, and turned 
into a steep, parallel slide. Blake and Reid rode for over 350 


yards, and stepped off in unison at the bay. As Sam recalls, “It 
was not a big wave, but it was perfection in its classic beauty 
-. . the blue water, the majestic mountains stretching to the 
sea, the clean air, the perfect white beach. It was the day 
when the sport of Hawaiian surf riding was truly the Sport of 
Kings, because it made you feel noble in spirit!'' Blake spent 
the Indian summer riding his strange hollow-body forms 
alone. This day is memorable for one of two reasons: (a) it 
marked the emergence of Tom Blake's radical box construc- 
tions; and (b) it may be considered the first time that modern 
man surfed at Malibu Point 


1 926 -purke Pao Kahanamoku, over for employment 
in the Hollywood dream factory as resident beach boy and 
aquatic legend, is a guest at the Malibu Movie Colony. Grow- 
ing tired of the haole socialites chit chat, Duke grabs his red- 
wood Palo-olo and goes down to the point and surts a few 
For Duke, it’s no big thing, but the movie folk are awe struck. 
So it is that Hollywood history credits Kahanamoku with in- 
troducing modern surfing to Malibu 


1 947 —Dave Sweet and Buzzy Trent are pedaling their 
balloon-tire junkers up the Coast Highway from the Ocean 
Park Pier. They have left their boards in the underbrush by the 
wall at Malibu. They always do this, since the boards are too 
heavy to carry home on their bicycles. Theft of their surf- 
boards is out of the question, since they know everyone else 
who surfs on the coast. 


TRESPASSERS 
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IN THE DAYS BEFORE THE SUBDIVIDERS, THE LAND WAS MORE HIGHLY VALUED. 
PHOTO: COLLECTION, С. R. STECYK III. 


1 923 —rive riderless horses wandered out of Las 
Flores Gulley. The mounts belonged to a party of government 
surveyors, who three days before, set out from Boca de Santa 
Monica to search for an oceanfront route through Rancho 
Malibu. The bloodstained saddles spoke their fate. The gov- 
ernment blamed May Rindge's uncompromising territorial 
tactics. It was the same old story, according to the law, May 
on her white stallion, backed up by her private army, handled 
these trespassers the way she always did. Significantly, dead 
men tell no tales, and the allegations against her were never 
proven. 


1 976 —A tan, unmarked 1975 Plymouth coupe pulls up 
in the Colony. Three grey-suited, flat-topped, plainclothes, 
Lewis Erskine-types come up to Johnny Fain. '' We're from the 
F.B.I. Do you know someone called Mickey рога?" Fain be- 
gins cackling uncontrollably—''Do | know Mickey Dora? Why | 
know things about Dora you guys never dreamed of!’ 


1 974-1 was the $50,000 winner-take-all Malibu 
speed contest, to be held on the first decent six-foot October 


(Bottom) Malibu overview showing third, secona, and first points working 
ona high tide. Photo: Joe Quigg. (Upper left) Inside wave at third point on 
a big day, being ridden by Vincent McGary. (Lower left) Dennis Bourde- 
nave at second point. (Lower right) Jeffrey Ho, first point at high tide, 
two-thirds of the way through since he started outside. Photos: Stecyk III. 


DORA'S UNCLAIMED PRIZE MONEY FROM THE $50,000 CHALLENGE THAT WENT 
UNMET, IT IS REPORTED THAT THE OFFER STILL STANDS. PHOTO: STECYK III. 
swell, etc., etc. It came, but Mike Purpus couldn't seem to find 
Mickey on the beach. Well, the Cat was there, and he won 
handily, for when it comes to being the fastest man at Malibu, 
there definitely is no contest. Purpus’ whole problem was that 
Dora looks nothing like his pictures in the magazines, while on 
the other hand, Mike looks exactly like his own press photos. 
His aqua lid gives him away everytime. 


PHOTO: STECYK III. 


1 975 —If last year was the year no one saw him, then 
this is the year everyone is looking for him. In 1974, Dora was 
so inconspicuous in his presence that the lap dogs couldn't 
see him. In 1975, he is so conspicuous in his absence that 
there were collective group hallucinations in which numerous 
sychophants saw his illusionistic presence. For reasons that 
are obvious, he has abandoned the point. With each passing 
day, more of the strangely anonymous cryptic ‘‘FREE 
MICKEY" bumper stickers appear. They are backed with per- 
manent glue and printed with indelible ink, much like the 
crimes of their fathers, they are impossible to wash off. 


1 952 —The young man sped up the highway in his 
1938 La Salle, his wooden gun resting on the seat beside him. 
There was no traffic, and he pressed on along the concrete 
ribbon through the rabbit fields at a clip of 100 m.p.h. plus. It 
was obvious to him that time was running out. The ticky tacky 
tract houses were erupting everywhere. The moronic aircraft 
workers who had come from Oklahoma, or someplace the 
same, to work in the war effort now clogged the cities. They 
were spreading out, and he knew there would be no stopping 
their onslaught. None of them had any sort of comprehension 
or reverence. But who cared about them anyway? Let them 
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goto Korea. Let them go to college, play football and beat off. 
Let them go anywhere but here. He was at Malibu, it was six 
feet and no one was there. He could forget about them for a 
while. It was obvious they were coming . . . probably three 
years at the most. On the car radio, that fifties classic blared: 
“go to school, sha na na na na, get a job, sha na na na na, na 
па по па па, go to school, get a job . . .” 


1 976 те fishing pier is now owned by a bunch of 
swishy-assed Hollywood faggots. The old Pier 6 bar has been 
supplanted by an organified, stained-glass and brass Marina 
Del Deco restaurant that serves $5.50 frozen seafood salads. 
No self-respecting fisherman would be caught dead here 
anymore. The types who fish here now wear pink waders and 
carry rhinestone-studded, velveteen Gucci tackle bags. 


1 933 —Amidst the depression, all was not well in the 
seaside movie colony. Has-been actor turned alcoholic John 
Bowers suicidally walked nude into the waves. Struggling 
starlet Peg Entwistle attempted to drown herself, but acute 
hydrophobia drove her screaming from the water's edge. A 
couple of days later, Peg climbed to the top of Mount Lee, and 
her most famous role. Here atop Mack Sennet's Hollywood 
sign" (a slick real estate promo spelling out HOLLYWOOD- 
LAND in two-story high letters), Entwistle dove to her death 
from the thirteenth letter, а “О.” 


1974 —Pacific Palisades. Johnny Fain has ventured 
into a coin-operated laundromat to use a pay phone. It being 
strange turf, Fain knows not what to expect, and not expect- 
ing anything, he naturally gets the best. A blushing, bleached 
and powdered, hair-curlered, burnt out cocktail lounge 
chippie rushes up “. . . JOHNNY—JOHNNY FAIN!! don't you 
recognize те..." Fain backs off—"'Uh . . . I'd probably re- 
member if |. . . от. . . had the time, but right now I'm double- 
parked.” 

“Johnny!” she screams, “Из me, Gidget. Don't you re- 
member . . . from Malibu.” 

Fain remembers all too well. “Um, well I'm still double- 
parked." Yes, here in the suburban wilderness, Fain has his 
back up against the 50¢ a load commercial drier, and the hon- 
est to God original Gidget has his proposed exit path blocked. 

Gidget proceeds to tell him all of the details. “I'm married 
now, got some kids, here’s my number, we really ought to get 
together .. .’’ Fain shrieks, jumps over the line of Maytags 
and runs for the door. 

“Johnny,” she yells after him, ‘‘You know married girls like 
to have fun, too!” 


1 802 —A Spanish soldier, Don Jose Bartoleme Tapia, 
received 13,000 acres in the Santa Monica Mountains for val- 
iant service to the Crown. Tapia was granted all the land he 
could travel in one day, starting up the coast from Rancho 
Santa Monica and bounded by the mountains and the sea. 
Taking three horses, he managed to traverse twenty-two 
miles before the sun set—and the land he received became 
Rancho Topanga Malibu Sostomo Semi Sequit. Tapia claimed 
he could feel the eyes of spirits on his back, so he rode “like 
the fires of Hades.” His troubles were just beginning. 


1 821 —Tiburcio Tapia, son of the land-grant owner, 
and a prosperous businessman and politician in his own right, 
ventured into one of thousands of isolated back canyons. He 
had come to bury a fortune in gold, silver and precious 
stones. Tiburcio had amassed his wealth through good busi- 
ness and bad politics. One of his most lucrative activities was 
the smuggling of various goods and services which he 
brought to Los Angeles via the remote coves of the Malibu. 


Sudden gestures of anti-smuggling enforcement on the part 
of the government caused Don Tiburcio much anxiety, for 
among the genteel, trafficking was considered one of the civ- 
ilized aspects of life. By hiding the booty, young Tapia rea- 
soned that there would be nothing to connect him with the 
illicit activities. Unfortunately, a friend of his father's, one An- 
tonio Briones, was caught red-handed, drunkenly guiding ina 
boatload of contraband opiates at Malibu Point. Scandal 
broke out, and with government intervention being iron- 
handed, the cache remained buried. Tiburcio died suddenly 
and took the secret with him. Years later, according to legend, 
Bob Simmons came upon the fortune during a foray to the 
Chumash ceremonial caves. After great deliberation, Bob de- 
cided that his new discovery was worthless, for the money 


chests were a far greater burden than he wished to carry. So- 


Simmons literally kicked dirt on it and went on to more impor- 
tant things. At a later juncture of time, a young lad named 
Chapin fled into the hills (to avoid the sheriff who sought him 
on a vague charge), and rediscovered the precious hoard. 
Being somewhat more worldly than his predecessor, the 
youth decided to take what was needed to finance further ad- 
ventures. His current whereabouts are unknown, but it is said 
that fortune favors the brave. 


1 540 —Captain Juan Rodrigues Cabrillo dropped an- 
chor at the mouth of Malibu Creek to fill his water casks from 
the arroyo. In his writings he spoke of “һе gentle and highly 
intelligent Indians who guided him ashore in their astounding 
frameless plank canoes." Cabrillo labeled this community of 
spherical dome-like structures El Pueblo de Los Canoglos 
(town of the canoes). The Chumash wondered why the white 
men needed such a large, bulky boat to journey on the ocean. 


CATAMARAN SURFING AT SECOND POINT, JULY 1952. BOTH DUSTY MORRIS AND 
FRED NEWCOMBE WERE EARLY EXPONENTS OF THE POLYNESIAN-INSPIRED MUL- 
TIHULLS. PHOTO: JOE QUIGG. 


After all, they reasoned, the best parts of the sea are those 
where the swift travel as the dolphins. 


H 782 —Father Junipero Serra obtained permission 
from Spain to build missions in the land of the Chumash (from 
Malibu Canyon to San Luis Obispo, including the offshore is- 
lands). Serra lusted after the souls of these friendly and 
peaceful Indians that the explorers told him of. After the long 
and bloody record of Spanish-Indian conflict in the new 
world, this was almost too good to be true. In the end, Serra 
established the system of twenty-one missions, which proved 
so fatal to the California coastal Indians. From the 1780's to 
1807, the Franciscans labored to bring the Chumash off the 
coast and into the missions. Military force brought in all whom 
were not killed in their resistance. Numerous braves fled into 


Seventeen-year-old Nathan Pratt, exhibiting uncompromising down- 
the-line tactics. Photos: Stecyk. 
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Rick Griffin with his interpretation of 


“The Malibu.” 


Photo: Art Brewer. 


the hills. The Padres labored tirelessly in their efforts to crush 
the Chumash culture, all in the name of Jesus Christ. The In- 
dians were clothed, baptized, taught the basic mission trades, 
and forbidden to practice their complex native religion and 
humanistic life style. The neophyte Christian Indians sickened 
and died from the maladies of the Spaniards. They died from 
syphilis, chicken pox and measles. With no immunity, their 
first common colds invariably went into pneumonia or tu- 
berculosis. The captive Indian labor force built the land rich 
baronistic Spanish mission empire. The Indians were also 
rented out to the rancheros as slave labor. The once self- 
sufficient and proud Chumash became a sick, depressed, de- 
generate lot, totally dependent upon the cruelties and corn 
cakes of their Spanish captors. 


1 824 —The Chumash were dying, and they knew it. An- 
other typical day for the Spanish began as they flogged an In- 
dian for attempting to return to his homeland. Armed with 
knives and arrows, the Indians besieged the garrison, set fire 
to the mission and fled. The rebellion spread to the other mis- 
sions where more Chumash threw off the yoke of their op- 
pressors. A few returned to the Malibu to reunite with the 
original holdouts. The Spanish military expeditions were 
never totally successful in recapturing them. The Spanish pe- 
riod gave birth to a new Chumash attitude, since the Indians 
were now well versed in the finer points of treachery and 
cruelty (after all, they had learned it from the Christians). Any 
imposition by outsiders was swiftly retributed by the rene- 
gades. The remaining noble Chumash made the white dogs 
pay heavily for each inch in their march of progress. To this 
day, it said that the Chumash curse lays upon the Malibu. 
Footnote: From 1770-1910, the California Indian population 
declined nearly 90%. In the case of the Chumash, the decline 
was nearly total. The blood of the Malibu renegades runs 
deeply through a chosen few of their descendants. 


1 952 —Ignacio Aquino Tomas, the last full-blooded 

mission Chumash, died and was buried in Santa Barbara 
Mission. 
Footnote: Maliwu was the name of the Indian village that once 
stood on the east side of the mouth of Malibu Creek. This In- 
dian name literally means, where the mountains meet the sea. 
Mali being the term for "high mountains,” and wu meaning 
“the sea.” 


1 968 _bennis Wilson, singer and drummer for the 
Beach Boys, picked up two female hitchhikers in Malibu and 
took them home. Wilson's palatial residence on Sunset 
Boulevard used to belong to Will Rogers. By that evening, 
Charles Manson and his family were residents in the Beach 
Boys’ house. They stayed for several months. Wilson figures 
the whole experience cost him about $100,000. Manson and 
several of the girls were later convicted of mass murder. Ly- 
nette Fromme, another of Wilson's guests, was later con- 
victed of attempting to assassinate the President of the United 
States. Wilson continues to play surf music. 


1 951 —June 15. Perfect Malibu. 
1 959 August 18. Perfect Malibu. 


1 965 —the Malibu Invitational Club Contest. This is the. 
epitome of 60's surf status. With each ride, Dora causes the 
crowd on the beach to stand and cheer. Mickey is effectively 
working over Johnny Fain, who keeps riding on the shoulder. 
For political reasons, Dora places third, since organized surf- 
ing cannot condone his nonconformist doctrine of wave pos- 
session. At the awards assembly, Dora tosses away his 
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trophy and never looks back, but a 12-year-old kid fetches it 
and returns: "Here's your trophy ...” “No... no. It's not 
mine . . . | lost it—you know, kid, finders keepers. It’s yours 
now.” “But, mister . . . it's just not right; this belongs to you.” 
“Believe me, buddy, you deserve this trophy more than | do.” 
“But . . . but.” And with that, Mickey walks away, leaving the 
kid with the trophy. Thor Svenson is gagging. 


1 967 —with a greed-tinged sense of masochism, Thor 
Svenson and Chuck Halsey, heads of the Windansea Surf 
Club, recruit Mickey for another go out in the Malibu In- 
vitational Surf Classic. The boys, both wanting to win, figure 
that “да Cat” is the best bet. They reportedly resort to out- 
right bribery after their sportsmanship, sense of club pride, 
civic duty, and agony of victory/thrills of defeat pitch fails. An 
extensive world tour is reportedly the only Payoff that gets 
Dora's interest. In the contest in front of over 4,000 people, 
the biggest Malibu contest ever, Mickey proceeds in his 
strange tactics (a surf reporter later labeled these as obscene 
gestures). Dora advances to the semifinals, and a shaken 
Svenson is telling him, "You're going to go out there and win 
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MICKEY DORA'S LAST PUBLIC GESTURE. PHOTO: C. R. STECYK III. 


now, right, Champ?" Mickey replies, "I'm sure going to give it 
just what it needs.” And with that he paddles out, proceeds to 
catch the wave of the contest, is on the nose in perfect trim, 
cross-over stalls in front of the press area, bends over into the 
wave, pulls down his trunks and executes the definitive B.A. 


1972 —September 5. The black September swell. 
Eleven Israeli Olympic competitors are massacred by an off- 
Shoot of the Palestine Liberation Organization. Malibu is as 
good as it gets, since the swell is the perfect size, direction 
and intensity. You must run the marathon by yourself or not at 
all. 


1969 -sart P. вот still surted at Malibu. His sett- 
styled, hand-built wave vehicles were so advanced that they 
were literally beyond local comprehension. To the Surf Ed- 
dies, Bolin was too radical. To Bart, it was simply a failure to 
communicate. B. P. abandoned the surf scene and went on to 
pursue his creative visions in the more receptive art world. 
Bart P. Bolin has now reached a level of sophistication akin to 
Man Ray and Marcelle Du Champ. To the art world, Bartis too 
radical. To Bart, it simply is a failure to communicate. 


1 976 —In the supermarket, department and five and 
dime stores across America, the luscious Malibu Barbie "а 
sophisticated teenage до," with tanned polyvinyl chloride 
skin sells for the price of $3.68. 


MALIBU FIN APPENDIX 


Key: 

Base = base length 
1 =back to tip 

L2 = front to tip 


1949—SIMMONS RADIUS FIN 
Зу" DEEP 
13% LONG KOA WOOD 


1953—SIMMONS REMOVABLE FIN 
(WEDGE FIT INTO CHANNEL). 

L1 4%" DEPTH 

12 7% 
BASE 6” 


MARINE PLYWOOD, 


1951—MATT KEVLIN FIN 
L1 4%" 
L27% 
BASE 8% TEAKWOOD 


1957—VELZY /JACOBS 
L18" 
L2 12" 
BASE 7% MAHOGANY 


4 


ni 
1959—VELZY /JACOBS 
L1 9% 
L2 14" 
BASE 8% MAHOGANY 


1960-62 COMMON USAGE 
SUNRISE FIN 

L1 9% 

L2 15% 

BASE 11% LAMINATED WOOD 


1963—REVERSE TEMPLATE FIN 
(DESIGNED FOR USE WITH SMALL 
CENTER-MOUNTED FIN BY 
RICHARD DEESE AND TAK 
KAHAWARA) 

L112 
L2 16 
BASE 12 


1963—DAVE SWEET HIGH-DRIFT 
FIN (A SEVERLY RAKED FIN WITH 
DEPTH = BASE, AND BACK OF 
BASE TO BACK OF TIP RATIO OF 
#--4"), FIBERGLASS, 


1965—GREENOUGH STAGE 2 
(POLYPROPELENE FIN FROM 
MOREY'S VENTURA SKEG WORKS 
—INJECTION MOLDED). 

L1 9% 
L2 14% 
BASE 9% 


1966-68 YATER 2 
POLYPROPELENE REMOVABLE 
BOLT BOX FIN INJECTION MOLDED. 


L110% = A=57 IN’ 
L2 14% — WEIGHT = 459 GRAMS. 
BASE 9% 


1965-68 DEWEY WEBER 
PERFORMER WONDER BOLT FIN 
(POLYPROPELENE) INJECTION 
MOLDED. BASE 8% 

L110% A=76 IN? 

L2 18% WEIGHT = 499 GRAMS 


1968—GREENOUGH STAGE 3 
(ABS) WAVE SET FIN, INJECTION 


MOLDED. BASE 9% 
L1 11% AREA = 60.5 IN? 
L2 17% WEIGHT = 378 GRAMS 
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1967—MICKEY DORA DA CAT 
(ABS FIN) GREG NOLL 
SURFBOARDS, INJECTION 


1967—ROGER DOUCETTE FLEX 
FIN (THE SAN FERNANDO 
VALLEY'S FIRST SURFBOARD 
MANUFACTURER (ROD'S CUSTOM 
SURFBOARDS) OFFERS A HIGH- 
FLEX, MULTILAMINATE PYRAMID 
FOIL FIN). 

L1 9% 

12 15 

BASE 7% 


1968—GORDON AND SMITH HY- 
PERFORMANCE FIN—WAVE SET 
INJECTION MOLDED 
POLYPROPELENE 

L1 10 

12 15% 

BASE 8 

AREA = 40 IN: 

WEIGHT = 337 GRAMS, 


1970—GREENOUGH STAGE IV 
(FIBERGLASS REINFORCED 
POLYCARBONATE WAVE SET FIN). 
INJECTION MOLDED. 

L1 9% 

12 12% 


BASE 5 ( E 


1971—GREG LIDDLE HAND- 
LAMINATED FLEX FIN FOR FINS 
UNLIMITED BOX 


1972—D. BARHAM KEEL (BUILT 
FROM LAMINATED LEXAN SLABS) 
117% 

12 15% 

BASE 20 


1974—JEFF HO FLEX FIN (A 
STRAIGHT-BACK FIBERGLASS FIN 
WITH RADIAL FLEX CUTOUTS). 
17 

L2 9% 

BASE 7 


1972-76 DICK BREWER FIN 
(INJECTION MOLDED LEXAN 
FROM FINS UNLIMITED— 
COMMON USAGE) 
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These boards were either developed at, 
or in common usage at Malibu during 
the last 50 years, and represent in part 
the influence that Malibu waves have 
exerted on the evolution of surfboards. 


CHUMASH CANOE COMMONLY IN USE AROUND 
MALIBU POINT IN THE 16TH AND 17TH CEN- 
TURIES, MADE OF HAND-HEWN PINE PLANKS 
CAULKED WITH NATURAL ADHESIVES; |E 
BEACH TAR (ASPHALTUM), 


EARLY REDWOOD ROCKERLESS PLANK BOARD 
SURFED IN SANTA MONICA CANYON AREA, 
1920'S. PLANKS ARE JOINED BY LAG BOLTS 
RUNNING INWARD FROM RAILS (WHICH HAVE 
EGG CONTOUR). LENGTH 12", WIDE POINT 18“. 
NOSE 18”, TAIL 17", TAIL BLOCK 11” 


PACIFIC SYSTEMS HOMES SWASTIKA MODEL. 
FIRST COMPANY TO COMMERCIALLY PRODUCE 
BOARDS. SWASTIKA DELETED IN 1939. SOLD 
NEW FOR UNDER $40. CONSTRUCTED OF LAM- 
INATED REDWOOD AND BALSA, COVERED WITH 
VARNISH. RAILS ARE FULL, WITH SQUARE UP- 
PER EDGE AND ROUNDED LOWER EDGE. LENGTH 
10", WIDE POINT 23", NOSE 21", TAIL 22", TAIL 
BLOCK 22". 


Nathan Pratt. 


SIMMONS. "SANDWICH BOARD," 1947, PLY- 
WOOD DECK AND BOTTOM, BALSA RAILS, STY- 
ROFOAM INTERIOR, THE END PRODUCT WAS 
FIBERGLASSED, LENGTH 10', WIDE POINT 23”, 
NOSE 21%”, TAIL 22", TAIL BLOCK 20”. 


L L. 


\ 


SIMMONS BALSA "ЅРООМ," 1949, SINGLE FIN, 
FULL BELLY, KICKED NOSE, TRANSITIONAL 
VOLUME (TURNED UP IN FRONT, DOWN IN 
BACK), THIN RAILS WITH HIGH TO LOW LINE. 
GLASSED-ON FOILED WOODEN FIN. LENGTH 
1073", WIDE POINT 23“, NOSE 17”, TAIL 21”, 
TAIL BLOCK 16” 


FOAM HOT CURL BY JOE QUIGG (GLASSEO AT 
YATER SURF SHOP) FOR BOB COOPER IN 1954. 
(MODELED AFTER WOODEN ISLAND HOT CURLS 
OF LATE 30'S AND 40'S.) A FINLESS DESIGN 
WITH SOPHISTICATED BOTTOM CONTOURS 
AND WEIGHT DISPLACEMENT. THIS TYPE OF 
BOARD WORKED BEST IN POINT WAVES. 
LENGTH 11'6", WIDE POINT 208", NOSE 14%”, 


TAIL 12%”, TAIL BLOCK 6%". 


Wayne Inouye. Photos: Stecyk III. 
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DAVE SWEET BALSA SPEED SHAPE, 1955. 
LENGTH 9'10”, WIDE POINT 21%”, NOSE 13%”, 
TAIL 12%", TAIL BLOCK (PIN). 


VELZY "7-11," 1961. FOAM. LENGTH 7'11", WIDE 
POINT 22”, NOSE 16”, TAIL 14%”, TAIL BLOCK 8”. 


VELZY/JACOBS BALSA "PIG" SHAPE (FROM 
SAN CLEMENTE SHOP) 1958. LENGTH 97", 
WIDE POINT 22%”, NOSE 15%", TAIL 15%", TAIL 
BLOCK 5”. 


One of the Pratt brothers. Photos: Stecyk III 


y 
TYPICAL FOAM "PRODUCTION" BOARD, WITH 
T-BAND GLUE-UP, 1963. LENGTH 96”, WIDE 
POINT 214", NOSE 194", TAIL 15%", TAIL 
BLOCK 6”. 


L: 


MICKEY DORA ''DA CAT'' MODEL, MANUFAC- 
TURED BY GREG NOLL IN 1966-67. DESIGNED 
TO BE RIDDEN SHORTER AND LIGHTER THAN 
OTHER BOARDS OF THE SIGNATURE-MODEL 
ERA, THIS PARTICULAR VERSION, DA CAT ll, FEA- 
TURES A STEP DECK NOSE AND SPEED SLOTS 
ON EITHER SIDE OF FIN, LENGTH 92", WIDE 
POINT 21%", NOSE 19%...., TAIL 15 TAIL 
BLOCK 6". 


Marco Salazar. 


! 
BOB MCTAVISH V-BOTTOM, 1968 (SANTA BAR- 
BARA PERIOD), STRINGERLESS FOR LIGHTNESS 
AND FLEXIBILITY, WITH "У" EXTENDING THREE- 
QUARTERS OF BOARD LENGTH, LENGTH 7'11”, 
WIDE POINT 21“, NOSE 17”, TAIL 16”, TAIL 
BLOCK 10”, 


